ULDALE AGAIN

* LET us walk up the hill/ Judith said to Francis.

They got down from the chaise and allowed it
to draw slowly ahead of them. She put her arm
through Francis'*

She was not going to tell him how frightened
she was. This scene so amazingly familiar to her,
the trees bright and bare so that the winter sun
seemed to be shining in the heart of their branches,
the thick soft carpet of leaves, the fresh sharp air
with a breath of approaching snow in its stillness,
all these were the friendly accompaniments of
countless old winters. Soon, at the turn, the first
houses of the village would appear, the black-
smith's, the little house with the round bottle-
green windows, and beyond them the first com-
fortable shoulder of the moor. All so familiar
that they were part of her own blood, and yet her
heart was beating with an almost agonising appre-
hension.

She wished now that she had not come. Oh!
how she wished it! She had been safe there in
Wiltshire, safe even though she had not been alive.
Now the pain was sharp, as when the blood returns
to a limb that has been numb.

At once, on her first sight of Francis in Keswick,
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